Historic,  archived  document 

Do  not  assume  content  reflects  current 
scientific  knowledge,  policies,  or  practices. 


HOUSEKEEPERS 1  CLAT  Monday,  February  11,  1935- 

(FOR  BROADCAST  USE  O'.TLY ) 

Subject:  "A  Dinner  for  the  Twelfth  of  February."     Approved  by  Bureau  of  Eorne 
cmics,  U.  S.  Department  of  Agriculture. 

 ooOoo  

I  have  a  surprise  for  you  this  morning.     Our  Washington  correspondent 
who  sends  us  news  items  every  Saturday  has  written  a  konday  letter,  enclosing 
a  dinner  menu  for  Lincoln's  birthday  --  tomorrow. 

She  writesi   "I  know  this  menu  is  well-balanced,  for  it  carries  official 
-.^roval  of  the  United  States  Bureau  of  Kome  Economics,  and  as  you  know,  the 
nutrition  experts  in  that  Bureau  can  tell  when  a  menu  is  even  slightly  off 
balance. " 

'Tell,  congratulations  to  our  Washington  friend,  for  her  ability  to  plan 
a  well-balanced  menu!     I'm  glad  the  Bureau  approved  this  one,  for  it  certainly 
appeals  to  me  —  a  platter  of  scrambled  eggs,   surrounded  by  crisp  brown 
sausages,   sizzling  hot;  then  boiled  onions,  mealy  baked  potatoes  steaming  hot, 
^ith  a  criss-cross  so  you  can  stick  a  little  piece  of  butter  inside  their 
jackets;  hot  cornbread  and  butter,  old-fashioned  apple  butter  or  wild  plum 
jelly.    For  dessert  —  but  wait,  let's  save  the  dessert  for  a  few  minutes. 
It's  something  the  old-timers  will  appreciate;  in  fact,  I  think  you  may  have 
to  ask  the  old-timers  how  to  make  it  .   .  . 

w  I'll  read  the  letter  from  our  Washington  reporter; 

".lot  lang  ago,"  she  writes,   "I  watched  the  youngsters  skating  on  the 
reflecting  pool  in  front  of  the  Lincoln  memorial.     The  pool  freeze  over 
ir.  our  brief  spells  of  cold  weather,  and  the  young  folks  —  the  older  ones  too  — 
have  a  merry  time.     Of  course  many  of  your  listeners  have  seen  the  reflecting 
pool,  and  have  gone  inside  the  Oreok  temple  where  there  is  a  magnif icient 
Statue  of  Lincoln.    "Whenever  I  see  the  statue,  I  am  reminded  of  Sandburg's 
description  of  this  man  'who  worked  alone  in  the  timbers,  all  day  long,  with 
only  the  sound  of  his  own  axe,  or  his  own  voice  sneaking  to  himself,  or  the 
crackling  and  swaying  of  branches  in  the  wind,  and  the  cries  and  whirs  of 
animal  s . 

"rSo  he  grew, 1  writes  Sandburg,   'living  in  that  Pigeon  Creek  cabin  for  a 
home,  sleeping  in  the  loft,  climbing  up  at  night  to  a  bed  just  under  the  roof, 
tfQere  sometimes  the  snow  and  the  rain  drove  through  the  cracks;  eating  sometimes 
at  a  table  where  the  family  had  only  one  thing  to  eat  —  potatoes. 
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"'Days  when  they  had  only  potatoes  to  eat  didn't  come  often.     Other  days 
in  the  year  they  had  "yaller-le  ;ged  chicken"  with  gravy,  and  corn  dodgers  with 
shortening,  and  berries  and  honey  ...  They  tasted  of  bear  meat,  deer,  coon, 
quail,  grouse,  prairie  turkey,  catfish,  bass,  perch. 

"'They  were  corn-fed.   .   .  Milk  and  mush,  or  milk  with  cornbread  crumbled 
in  it,  was  the  baby  food.     For  the  grown-ups  there  were  corn  dodgers.  Two 
quarts  ox"  corn  meal  were  mixed  with  cold  water,  a  finger  of  salt  thrown  in,  and 
into  a  well-greased  skillet  the  cook  put  three  pones  (cakes),  giving  each  pone 
a  pat  so  as  to  leave  the  print  of  her  hand  on  the  bread;   the  skillet  lid  was 
fastened  tight  and  a  shovel  of  coals  put  on  top;  then,  with  hot  charcoal  over 
and  under,  the  skillet  was  put  in  the  fireplace.     Sometimes,  it  was  said,  the 
cake  came  out  "so  hard  that  you  could  knock  a  Texas  steer  down  with  a  chunk 
of  it,  or  split  a  board  forty      rds  off.'"" 

So  much  for  the  foods  of  Lincoln's  time  .   .   .  Now  let's  read  the  menu 
.  —  the  menu  suggested  by  our  Washington  correspondent:  "Scrambled  eggs, 
surrounded  by  crisp  brown  sausages,   sizzling  hot;  boiled  onions;  mealy  baked 
potatoes;  then,  reminiscent  of  pioneer  clays,  corn  bread  (or  corn  sticks)  and 
butter;  and  old-fashioned  apnle  butter  or  wild  plum  jelly.     If  your  modern  taste 
denands  a  salad,  serve  plain  lettuce,  or  a  salad  of  mixed  greens.     Serve  coffee 
tith  the  '-.lain  course,  as  your  oioneer  ancestors  did,  when  they  could  get  real 
coffee. 

"I'm  afraid  you  won't  have  the  jelly  I  have  in  mind,"  writes  our  friend, 
■Jelly  made  of  yellow  sand  plums  that  used  to  grow  along  the  creeks  in  the 
i.idile  'Test;  the  plums  were  terribly  sour,  but  they  made  delicious  jelly  .   .  . 
If  you  don't  have  t)lum  jelly,  grroe  will  do,  or  currant,  or  gooseberry  conserve, 
or  any  other  tart  'spread'  . 

"For  dessert,  I'm  suggesting  old-fashioned  vinegar  pie,   the  kind  the 
•arly  settlers  used  to  make.     You  probably  can' t  find  a  recipe  for  genuine 
Le  unless  you  have  an  old-time  cookbook,  an  ancient  almanac,  or  a 
pioneer  relative  who  knows  about  covered-wagon  days.     If  you  can't  have  vinegar 
pie,  raake  a  berry  pie.     That  will  surely  be  appropriate,  for  Abraham  Lincoln 
Bust  have  gathered  blackberries  along  the  fence  rows  when  he  was  a  boy  .   .  . 
And  that's  all  you  need,"  concludes  our  Washington  correspondent,   "for  a  dinner 
in  the  pioneer  spirit." 

Yes,   that's  all  we  need.     Thank  ,;ou  kindly  for  the  menu,  and  for  the  story 
°f  the  boy  in  the  Pigeon  Creek  cabin,  and  what  he  had  to  eat.  .  .  When  we  go  to 
'Maington  've'll  visit  the  Li  ^oln  memorial  in  the  Greek  temple  on  the  Potomac 
river  —  and  some  of  us  will  t.-j.ok  of  Yachel  Lindsay's  words  about  Lincoln: 

"A  bronzed,  lank  loan!    his  suit  of  ancient  black, 
A  famous  high  too  hat  and  plain  worn  shawl 
Make  him  the  quaint  gveat  figure  that  we  love, 
The  prairie—lawyer,  master  of  us  all." 

I'll  be  with  you  again  tomorrow,  -prepared  to  answer  questions  —  as  usual 
°n  Tuesday, 


